THE ATTACKS ON THE CORUNNA ROAD
About this time, during a visit to Avila, I met an
Interesting Italian.   He was Signer Guido CaprottI da
Monza, the portrait painter.   A tall, middle-aged man,
with an expressive and humorous face, he was exceed-
ingly good company and had a fund of anecdotes about
the art circles of Montparnasse and well-known figures
In the world of art and the stage    He had an Immense
atelier In Madrid, where he not only painted, but also
held a sort of school of art like the painters of olden
times.   In Avila he lived in a mediaeval palace which
he had modernised without spoiling Its artistic cachet.
He kept practically open house, and we knew that when
we tired of the Spanish cooking we had only to drop
round to Ms house at the aperitive hour to be welcomed
and promptly Invited to stay for dinner.   CaprottI was
very fond of good food and good wine, and told us that
he often put Ms hand to the cooking himself and was
Inordinately proud of a book of cooling which he had
published in French and Italian some years back, with
thirty original recipes
"I came to Avila/* he told me, "quite by accident
eighteen years ago. There was a very heavy fall of snow
In the Guadarraina, and the railway line was blocked by
an immense drift at Robledo de Chavela, where Captain
Aguilera is taking us to-morrow I had to spend the
night In Avila and so put up at the Hotel Ingles. The
next day I decided to have a good look round Avila and
I found I liked it. For three years I did not leave the
place except when I had an urgent appointment In
Madrid which I could not avoid. I made at least half
my sitters come to my studio here and be painted,
telling them It would do them good. And then I bought
this place as a permanent summer home, and now how
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